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to the fertile land where the Lotus-eaters live. He spoke of what
the Cyclops did, and the price he had made him pay for the
gallant men he ruthlessly devoured. He told her of his stay with
Aeolus, so friendly when he came and helpful when he left; and
how the gale, since Providence would not let him reach his
home so soon, had caught him up once more and driven him in
misery down the highways of the fish. Next came his call at
Telepylus on the Laestrygonian coast, where the savages de-
stroyed his fleet and all his fighting men, the black ship that
carried him being the only one to get away. He spoke of Circe
and her magic arts; of how he sailed across the seas to the mould-
ering Halls of Hades to consult the soul ofTheban Teiresias, and
saw all his former comrades and the mother who had borne him
and nursed him as a child. He told her how he had listened to the
rich music of the Sirens' song; how he had sailed by the Wander-
ing Rocks, by dread Charybdis, and by Scylla, whom no sailors
pass unscathed; how his men had killed the cattle of the Sun;

how Zeus the Thunderer had struck his good ship with a flam-
ing bolt, and all his loyal band had been killed at one fell swoop,
though he escaped their dreadful fate himself. He described his
arrival at the Isle of Ogygia and his reception by the Nymph
Calypso, who had so much desired to marry him that she kept
him in her cavern home, a pampered guest, tempted by prom-
ises of immortality and ageless youth, but inwardly rebellious
to the end. Finally he came to his disastrous voyage to Scherie,
where the kind-hearted Phaeacians had treated him like a god
and sent him home by ship -with generous gifts of bronze ware
and of gold, and woven stuffs. He hadjust finished this last tale,
when sleep came suddenly upon him, relaxing all his limbs as it
resolved his cares.

Once more Athene of the flashing eyes took thought on his
behalf. Not till she was satisfied that he had had his fill of love
and sleep in his wife's arms, did she amuse the lazy Dawn to
leave her golden throne by Ocean Stream and to bring daylight
to the world. At last Odysseus rose from that soft bed of his and
told Penelope his plans.' Dear wife,9 he said,(the pair of us have